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scene the Dardanelles, and the fleet drawn up on the
shore before Troy, and you have a parallel such as
no other country in our time could give. Both
armies retired to their tents at nightfall, and no sen-
tries or outposts were placed on either side at night;
and now and then a long-range skirmish went on,
or a Montenegrin brave, tired of the monotony of
such a war, would go out between the lines and
challenge any Mussulman to come out and try his
prowess with a Christian. One pope, Milo, a hero
of the earlier war, rode up and down before the
Turkish outposts, repeating every day his challenge,
and at last the Turks hid a squad of sharpshooters
where he used to ride, and brought him down with
a treacherous volley, then cut off his head and sent
it in to the Prince.

Our guns were not heavy enough to cope with
those of the fortress, and so we passed the time shell-
ing the redoubts thrown up on the little hillocks
around the town, alternating these operations with
an occasional assault of one of the nearest of them
when the men got impatient for some active move-
ment. Meanwhile we learned that the Russian gov-
ernment was sending us four heavier guns, sixteen
and thirty-two bronze rifled breech-loaders, the heavi-
est we had being ten-pound muzzle-loaders against
a battery of field guns, Krupp steel, breech-loading
twelve-pounders. The Russian guns were landed
on the Dalmatian coast below Budua and carried
across the narrow strip of Austrian territory which
separated Montenegro from the sea, between two